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" Bvor sucosss ~if you'll oaly bopo ou;

Nover givoup! for the wisest is boldest, -
. ng that Providence mingles the cup,

And of all maxims tho best, as the oldest,

. fin the true walchword of Never gige up!

Nover give up! thodgh the grape shot may rattle,
* O 'the full thander-cloud over you barst,
Slandliko'a rock, and the storm or the battle
+Little shall hiirm you, thoujgh doing their worat;
‘Never givoup! if adversity prosses
Provideice wisely has mingled the cap,
And the best counsel, in all your distressts,
Is the stout watchword of Never give up,

Select Tale.
TOVE IN A BALLOON,

| BY DANKE PLUME,

“ Lihate a mild spirit: I despise a soul

that Can be atrest. If | can have none
but such companpions, let me live and
die in tetrible solitude!”

«But Marion, my dear first-born,
‘the faalt is yours. Your spirit will
certainly have to come down belore

ou die, whether the scene happens
in solitude or the more terrible ciroum-
stances of battle, You'r only wild.
Time will tame that cleetrical mind of
youu.ﬂ

So spake the son, and so the father
answered him, and yet both felt them-
selves right, and each regretied the
characteristics of the other. The
youth had no brother and but one sis-
ter, and yet the strong affection which
ong dear object claims was But partia-
Iy developed in the heart of young Ma-
rien. Arin was much too gentle for
her brother, and her taste for the beau-
tiful was quite as remarkable as his
indomitable passion for the adventurous
ehange, and intense excilement. Arin
koew her brother could notendure her
companionship, and she saw at once
that the only means which she could
ih hor nature employ to win him from
his wildness, must have a contrary ef-
feet. Her most affectionate smile was
less acceptable to him than a dignified
frown, and if she gave him a boguet he
would pant to throw it forcibly away,
even before he could leave her presence
to do so. Nothing soft, or sweet, or
lovely, could enter his discordant con—
stitutiep, and at all attempts at quel-
ling his ruling passion proved Marion
invinaib'e. hen a child, he had dis—
dained to cry, and I;min only rendered
him the more scornful and proud. So
early had this stoic spiiit kindled that
his fathet used to say of him that Ma-
rion had weaned his mother. e had
preferred the wild grove, and chilly
winds, to his mother’s bosom and her
bland smile; this, in early childhood.
Despite the smiles, tears, and voice of’
Arin, the stony souled boy would re-
tain his admanting heart and break free
fi Il restraint.

“T¢ tell all the depths of a fond sis~
ter's affection, the panting of a sister’s
hopes, the ':frings of her griefs, and
the painful working of ‘thess togethen

““as they altegpate in the heart of suseep-
tible woman, would only go into Arin's
history alittle way, and so [ leave the

. subject to be carried as far as your im-

_ aginalion may see proper 1o fly.
“Marion knew his sister felt more

than common love for him, he knew
that she was proud ol him, but instead
of increasing his respect for her, it

: ned him, and drove him from her

_ any. Atghe age of twelve years

the wild. youth would dispute with, and
master his father, on almost all subjects,
nd_hen sometimes \glaen his mother

and sister would ‘f"
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you must not.”

“] have thought of the matter as if
by impulse for the last few days, and
father I shallmarry as soon as I fint a
woman. She shall be no common wo-
man; but ogue after my own heart, a
fiery, high souled, intelligent being.”

“Just such a one as would render
your life a curse, and a most bilter
term of punishment for your rashoess.”

“No, father, no, I shall never be
punished for rashness,~—there is no
such thing 'as rashness; no such thing
as punishment. ‘What you call pun-
ishment is always imaginary, suffering
is not punishment; it is haman fear dnd
foolish weakness,  [shall marry a troe
gpirit; a free, untrammelled worman; if
one lives.”

“Marion you shall pot/™#e®

“Father, | willl” _

“Then I will not call you my son.”

“A, great honoy, Ferhaps ] am not
your son!”

“Marion, you forget yoursel{l”

“1 do not forget: you speak to awe,
then speak the truth. 1 am no better
for'hearing your nonsense.”

to repent oll”

“Not one act or thought, I stand
here and call that man, woman, spirit,
or devil, a-liar, who says I have any
thing to'repent of, I never commivted
a wrohg &ct, and I will have no judge,

granted, you say l'am not fit 1o unile
with any morfal woman, granted.

which bids me seek a companion; and
is another 'to dictate who or when?
You shall have no part inthe mattér,
I obey the laws of my being, and |
willhave a companion within the short-
est space of lime possible.” '
“Gol do so, and you are disinherited!”
“W hich means you leaye me no mon-
ey or property!”
“It does!”
“Good! you owe mc no money, I
would do wrong to take your proper-
ty. You helped me into the world
that I might help mysell; good! 1 nei-
ther thank you for being my parent,
nor do 1 despise you fordeying 1o en-
slave me, [will marr is my be-
ing to wish it, aod 1 it. lcare
not a breath for the world’s usuage, 1
hate like bumility and hauteur, pride
and vanity, imitation and selfishnes.
Disinhetit mel”’
“Oh, ealm yoursell; Marion, I entreat
you to forbear.”
“] am calm as a rock, father, I am
not angry, I enjoy this kind intérview.,
“My only son this is the way you
repay a father’s kindness, this is your
filial love! why, it will be my death.”
“Father if you were reasonable, you
would nof talk thus to me. [ know I
love you as well as I can, to the extent
of wﬁat is in ‘me. This whining
assurance ol lcir?l and es!ueml i.; ln;t
honesty, it is all hypocracy. islike
yoar t?xms character, z_mi’ you dislike
my wildness u‘{ou are carelul to call
it God furmed us both, and does he
create wrong! No, the difference is
in -education, 1 have allowed not a
little of imitation to euter my charac-
ter, Tain jost what- God made me,
without the least degencracy. My ed-
ucation has come from Nature. You
are an' artificial man like the rest of
your race, you have drawn your soul
from paper books, which I never read
except to condemn. Books are fa
formless aad’ changble in their lore as
the clouds yonder in their = shape.
Books are silly monuments of fool's
minds.”
«[ will not waste breath, Marion, il
youare determined to marry at nine-
teen and sush a character as yourself;
I'will say no more. The punishment
will come wilhout gy assistance.
May you soon enotffi be awakened
from‘your wilder than dreaming life.”
“Talk of punishment again? ™ Fmay
be ‘punished for deing as the God of
Nature gives 'me the impulse 1o do, is
such your ‘belief? thea.1 will seek this
punishment; it would be'a heaven 1o

_ looks and return them
"Ma: ng was now  ninglden,
ho siibject of thig? story” shall not

“The Conmstitution—The
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“Once more, beware! you have much | {

Now father, you say I am young;|

Now I say, that I have an impulsef.
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out that forced manner which only in-
consciousness of wrong. His costume,
il clean, wasnot always strained to
that peculiar nicety which shows fash-
ion to its besln&w.nlage, without rel-
erence to bodily advantage and ease,
Sometimes with only a loose scarf
thrown round his ‘manly form. he
would laugh at weather and ridicule,
ﬁ:w smiles for sneers, and indifference

ropen assault. *He had often roaned
from his native Savanna to the wildest
havnts ‘amid the Alleghanies, and re-
velled for weeks in caverns and for+
ests. - He loved a tornado track better
than the flowery -path, the cataract bet-
ter than the sweetest earthly music.
He enjoyed a thunder tempest as a
treat, and when he could stand on a
rocky pinnacle and watch the lightning
play around, Marion, could for a
moment live in his element of thought.

But the incident of my story must
now be told. The reader is quite pre.
pared .for. its romantic return, and I
shall proceed with brevity 1o compass
it.. Marion allowed Arin to press his
hand ere he started on his wifa seek~
ing excursion,”yes ] even dare to say
he allowed her to kiss lim, bat if he
id 1 know those proud lips curled im~
mediately afterward.

“If you will go, God bless you,” she

%m’ﬂ whether He bless me a1 not
—I will becavse I must. Fuarewell,
sister,” he re[‘)’lied.
“My son,” said his father; “come
back soon, you shall have inheritance.
D9 fio wrong, v et »
“Wrong exclaimed Marion, “show
me one mortal who says that Iever in
an act did wrong, and | will not leave
the spot.” >
"[-Fnl I have you, my whild; you
wrong your father, your mother, your
gister, in thus going away on this un-
heard hunt.  Now are younotin hon-
or bound to keep your word, aud not
leave this spot!”
“Ha! youhave me? do you say 1 have
wronged you in doing what I have not
done! 1f an unaccomplished future
has wronged you already, then 1am
wronged by the terrible wife whom I
have not yet found.—Farewell.”

Marion lelt Palmetto with the sole
purpose of discovering a congenial
mind in a woman’s pérson. The rea.
der must know he went far on such an
errand. This mus} be borne in miad,
for my space will not allow a length-
ened jargon about ‘many climes,’ and
‘sunny south,’ and many other lands,
He paused at the end of six months
in a city, where the very crown of
fashion prevailed, and where the spirit
ofimative life in all its sickning flimsi-
ness leld sway. He strods sugh
the streets with his own jand
soon became observed of all, One
would not have discovered the slight—
est semblance of ‘eccentric conceit in
his bearing, for h# seemed what he was
and acted consisteatly with what he
seemed. He would.gpler the market
‘place, as though it were an animal
show, and while he studied the charac-
ters of the multitude as he would have
mused beside a bee hive, not a thought
of self, or a care for. the opinions of
others, distracted his unbending nature.
One day as he sat with bared breast,
and naked arms in the shade of a
building, to cool himsell afier the vio-
lent struggle consequent on-the humb-
ling of a refractory horse, which had
thrown dnd mastéred its rider, Marion
was observed by a city poliee func~
lionary. N
“Get upl, growled the offices, “I ar-
rest you as a vagrant,”
“You are a fool to suppose that be-
cause my scarf i8> unfashiopable, that
1 have no. meney;”’ replied Marion
quietly. :
Phe officer bit his lip.
“How much money will save me
from arrest?” inquired Marion takiog a
half eagle and passing it slowly toward
him.  The officer cast a few glances
around, and reached forth his hand for
the qold. : : ad
“I"ll let vou off,” said he, in a tone
somewhat softened.

me! Your words are impotent, I go

o

. ladies, byt all lacked the one
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NEDAY, AUGUST 20, 1845.

Marion, thrusting thé money back into
Bis pocket; and seizing the astonished
man. Resistante was useless,
araged the officer to thar bar which
had been intended for himsell, and told
he, incident. He sueceeded'in prove-

A month more of incidents passed,
and yet 'the wilg hunter ‘had made no
d!mvemn-but such-as were discoura—
ging. He * became ‘conversant with

e

- 4ﬁm_. Al were 100 mild,

ing ‘the man of golden principles, guilty. |

“Wherelore!” asked the girl,

“For laring you from:an carth you
may never again seel” "

*{ came voluntarily.”

“Nay, if you did T am guilty of your
b!omi."y y gulily oi your

“Youare not guilty, God gave me
my soul, He gave me the impulse that
sent mehither. Lovecomes irom God..
I'feel thatthie lovel feel isin itselfa vir-

ye afike, W + The youth
g | Amazon, or a
well disposed Fury; ene who would
cling around him like fame around a
burging tree, and love to the extent of
uncontrolled intelleet.. At last a plan
of bis own, urged to the consumation of
thg darling wish,

s large balloon was constructed at
hig expense, and the city was filled
with bills announcing an ascension du-
ring the first storm that should take
pice,  The thing took every heart,
asd the whele city palpitated when
the awfol time arrived. The balloon
tugged at its fastenings. The raging
clouds revolved in'the black heavens,
roshing furiously atwart and though
each other, and roaring and weeping,

ile as if to sound the charge of ter-
rdr, the thunder broke fitfully, and rum-

’J #Dearest, it is not more huly (han

bled in echioes liké the footialls of tram—
ping Gods. The wind sighed in whirl-
ing surges, and broken voices whis-
p?red as lempests can whisper, loud,
vdt soft, in their peeling power.
Shuddering came over (he stoutest
heurts, frenzy rolled up in scroll the
passion and allributes of mightiest
minds, :

The rain had not yet broken from
the aerinl fountains, but the counte-
nance of the rolling of the concave of
cloudswaves, threatened an ocean burst
when their heaying bosoms should part.
At this terrfic moment, Marion stood
up with a smile in his calm eye, and
called for a companion. His words
ran like the rumbling thunder
andallihat trembling host

lo listen. P . '
“Citizens: [ am ready: butcre 1 go. 1
invite whatever womau spirit may
long for the delectable excursion, to go
with me.”

The crewd stood mute. No
sponse.—Marion continued.
“Ihave a wonderful secret to
that lady who will ride with

through the clouds.”

Every woman of those thousands,
sprang as though a new impulse had
possessed her, but a bellowing bolt of
thunder came down, and all was again
still. No response. .

“] am going up for a poel’s theme,
what woman will go to snatch harp-
strings from the red?ighlning with me?”
A thousand breaths that had been
suppressed, sighed through the parted
and pale lips of the lovers of the muse,
and that one vast, uniled sigh, went
up to heaven and died when it min-
gled with the storm whisper. No re-
ponse.

Marion saw the tempest grow ripe,

and he spoke again.
“Who will goup with me to re-
ceive u lover’s ring in the clear blue
sky above the storm! who that now
looks on my eyes, would accept my
heart in yonder dome, and come down
to be.my bride?”

There was a mild but beatiful girl
scarcely sixteen, who bad looked on
Marion's face silently with the rest,
but her heart had another feeling. It
drank the wild spirit of Marion, and
loved. She would have responded to
the first call, but her love so sudden, so
potent paraylzed her.

A response,

“I will go!” and she sprang iato the
car.

“He is a murderer! a murderer!”
shouted the crowd, but there was no
parent or brother to snateh back from
Marion’s arm the devoted virgin.

The balloon parted her fastenings,
and shot upward, for it was well charged
with gns, and very large. IfI could,
I would describe the moment that fol-
lowed; but the shout of the host below,
and the trumpet blast of the tempest a-
bove,.cannot be written. No.

When the two youthful mronauts
had dipped their heads in the clouds, as
they rushed windborne away, Marion
looked upon his companion,

He had calmly watched the storm
pointed his finger in admiration at the
path of each J_iahtening stheam —pluck-
ed hail-stones {from their clood cradles,
but when he benthis gaze for the first
time on his companion, then came the

ré-

tell
me

‘| wron,

minel” exclaimed Marion, and he clas-
ped hier to his bosom there in the clouds,
and their first kiss was wet with the
dew of heaven.—Marion spoke again:

] have done wrongin bringing you
into danger, my unkaown love. 1 see
God as I never before saw him, for the
beauties of this sublime scene have giv-
en & faint view of the mind’s heaven.
My life has been pardy right, partly
wrong, but only wrong inthat 1 have
not acknowledged God with the full
soul I now feel. Heaven, is a mind to
love God as he is, the just, the terrible.
[ can now go down &live a life of peace;
[ have the germ of epjoyment, and it
shall henceforth for ever bloom more
and more, I feel but one pang—your
danger.”

“Are we not God's creatures! is it
worse to die here in the pure air, vic-
tims to our love for this glorious na-
ture, than to die day by day in the pu-
trid atmosphere of disease? We are
safe in his hands.”

The words of Coina almost entrancs
ed Marion,they came like heart ech-
oes to his gratified being. He looked
upon her as a part of himself, and a
part of the nobility of divinity.

“Yes we are safe,” he replied, “even
though our minds never go down a-
gain. - I read you as a book from ihe
God of our spirits; though we die here,
it cannot change us,~'twill only en-
hance and periect our being of happy
thought. 1 have discovered the great
mystery that curses man,~'tis fear.
Men preach fear to each other, it de-
8tfoys the free mind of manymakes him

that rules the world, itis fear that
holds one mind below another, but our
Gaqd never taught fear; it is the irue
spirit of evil, Man woold be above
were- he ,above feur. Look,
look, Coinal

] see, Oh!that I had another soul.
that I might go into yon scene of beau-
ty, and yet remain here with you love!”

“Walch that grand vortex! where

was ever a view like that unfolded to
morial eyes befoie?”

“Grand! delightful. That is where
the storm king makes his hail, The
winds are at war. Look how that
cloudy whirlpool draws the black and
white clouds together! hark! were Ni-
agra here, it would seem tame as a
sleeping lakel”

“lt.will draw us into its immeasura-
ble chasm,” criad Marion | Boling Coi-
na clung around him and smiled. A
tremendous gust brought a shower of
hailstones against the lovers, and'Boil-
ing clung fast to the ropes, while the
car swung round and round in utter
darkness. Coina embraced firmly ber
lover's waist, that they might not be
seperatod in death. Suddenly a stream
of intense light awoke them [rom their

iddiness, and when they looked up,
lgha sun shone clear above them. The
buoyance of the ballon had lifted above
the faint grapple of the whirlwind's
verge, and now the inky ocean of con-
volving vapor rolled helow in its own
mad wind torrents. Not a breeze
moved where the good balloon now
floated, and the lovers again smiled, ay,
laughed through their drenched and
disshelved locks.

“The clouds played roughly with
asl” exclaimed Boling, ‘but 1 trust you
are not alarmed, Coina.’

‘Not in the least, love. The bath
has raised my spirits éven more. Ob,
look! there -are a“thousand rainbows
below? :

Ay, but let me still enjoi your eyes,
No, 1 will look onee upen that rainbow
sea. Yes, Coina, 'tis most glorious,
and yet "tis only the meeting of sun-
light and gloom.’

‘But if God's sun can make the tem-
pest smile with billows of ‘many tiats,

wholly hisl—but see againl Oh the
view makes my delight too intense;
I feel weak—hold me in your arms,
Love! _

Marion was startled and surprised,
and yet when he looked dowa again

sell became 'clrom.r,
QIS = PR

now. rolled quietly away Jik
a slave and goverates sin. It is fear |_uurl,m'n, nnd-&obng ooehn

what joy shall attend the 'mingling of
|God’s spirit with ours, when we are
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ed his countenance., Her fair and con- |ous with ecstacy, 'Thé m‘iﬁ' ushing $
finding eyes, transfized his-soul, ocean of cloudsymoved’dith*'gnd ot
Marion| *I am guilty!” he exclaimed. locity towards the m&udi‘mrm

anon, their parting scroll opened vidws'
of the eaﬂh!m' Sfdh views! let Words
sink into sifence, and 'let ‘infagination
ﬂ:e way lo a more potent  aittibute.
agination it can but faintly dream;
cloudsas the lovers gazed ‘seem-

ed o stand -still, only changing their

shape; and thenn the balloon rushed: with
dreadfal speed, that Marion hir~

- and hiseye dime
med.. R R i
Whiit ieans “this,’ - : '
‘how we iyl s an Lo s . neeq
*No, love, we are almost motionless,
the clouds deceive our weak eyes, it is
they which fly, why do you close your
eyes, Coina?" | . d
‘My eyes have been erazy; and they
have already shown me enovgh 1o lase

me forevers I see now without eyes!
Oh Marion! m
when | see wi
lectable spots between the clouds. The

heart forgéts to‘beat
closed eyes, these de-

purple earth all golden with the light

streams, and rushing like liviog plaing

to meet the clouds;—now the
under the clouds! gone, vanished. Nol
again they come, but changed it is di
vided by a line of glory;—can that be &
river’—but the clouds sweep over it
again; let it obscure, it cannot destroy
the view drawn on my heart! the clouds
open againi——wider—a vast earth spot,
but lovelier than a June sky.  Now it
glides in shade, now in light~<therel-~a
flash'—what a burst of glory; it even
lights the edges of rivez clouds! ean
that be earth? Oh, it burns my eyes
{et—'mas 100 lovely wad to glorious a
urst of sunlight to be looked wpon; I
tremble, Marion.”
hl\rIa_riun had secn l.h;: ﬂa;h. H?l knew
what it-meant, as it glared up thr
the cloud chasms, lbgromng gucko;;ﬁt
the face of heaven the light, as if defy-
ing the sun. Muarion knew that
Atlantic now rolled between them! He
did not wish that Coina should koow
the truth, though he felt that she w
smile at ‘the knowledge. e
-The storm which hatl spent

distant shoreTay om
vision, The giddiness ca
flying clouds, now passed f[rom Mari-
of's brain and folding bis arma around
Coina,who leaned oo his busomhe gaz-
ed around. Tle girl started —She had
almost fallen asleep. She raised up
and rubbing her moist eyes, looked

down,

‘The ocean!’ she exclaimed but you

the whirlwind centers! Oh! my Coina, |are not unhappy, Marion?’

*Yes)

*Then I am.

‘Does my unhappines make you urd-
happy? '

‘Yes, love! \

‘I see, Now I know the error of
my lite, "Till I saw you, | had nothing
as part of me. I had'no one to sympa-
thise with my lone heart, now I have
found an carﬂyﬂy object that I can love,
and the consequence is selfishness. 1
never knew fear till I saw you, now [
am not happy—my freedom is gonéj—
[ am conquered, | now see my danger
and feel fear, not that I fear to dia,ﬁt
I am vnwilling, 1can die without'a
murmur bat 1 have no courage {0 see
you perish; "tis selfishness;—were you
anothers | would feel less careful of
your life. 1 am wicked. :

‘Oh, be happy, Marion:—smile on
me with a true smile, and [ am happy.
Let the Ocean gleam ander us;:we
have sky enough yet.' 1 am ready to
die when the time comes, but Oh let
me breathe away my happy spirit with
yours, let themn mingle, and is not heav-
en there! Smilel’

‘Oh, Coinal you are nearer to God:
than I,—I have been seeking a spirit
like mine, and have found a mightier, a

better. A woman has conquered me
when nothing else might, 1 feel the
necessity of the principle of submission,
—1 see God again. But my love; [

am free again from my gloomy spell,
for 1 feel that to die now will be better
for both ofus, thon to have lived on
earth unknown to each other. My sense
of guilt is gone; I planned this advens
ture from good motives; and God has,
Srdere Row agt st . hapoy:
order. ow 1 PRY,
we must give our wills into His mﬁ.
So let us give away our wills; and
when we fall into that far down gulf,
and die, we shall not murmor. [wish
to die with you,—1I fear no terror:—lat
the (cean beckon withits serpent
waves!' k- 51 .1 )
*Observe!—another wind currenti—
we pause—we sail landward!—we are

“Byt I'll not let you off? exclaimed

first look of terror that had ever mark-

towards the earth, he too became nerv.

very highj—are you eold? g
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